
        
            
                
            
        

    
 
   
    It’s been two weeks and Luke hasn’t seen head nor tail of the fuckwit four. What happened in that supply closet hasn’t hit the rumor mill yet. Even with him keeping an ear out no one’s even mentioned him.

   If he’d seen Adam alone in all this time…either way, lunch is damn near over. He’s the only one raring to get the fuck out of dodge before the deluge of students comes crashing through the halls. He heads out the hallway—recognizes it as the same one with the closet in it and immediately spots Jess and Ashley lingering.

   Wearing their usual schoolgirl set up, both in pigtails. Matching as usual… 

   No. Something's wrong. Ashley gives him a come hither motion.

   Hell no. 

   Not doing this again. 

   He whirls on his heel to get the fuck out before he hears Jess.

   “Scared?” 

   There’s such thing as too obvious bait, but Luke’s teeth grit. It’s a trap. There’s no doubt there’s a trap, but not going is such a show of weakness; he’d fucking think he was weak too if it were him doing this to anyone else. 

   Against all of his better judgment, Luke whirls back around and storms towards the girls. He’s not some punk-ass-bitch they can just intimidate whenever they want.

   “Fancy meeting you here.” Ashley smiles.

   He ignores her. “Where’s Zack?” 

   Jess smirks.

   "He already went home." Ashley said.

   Luke identifies what's giving him chills. 

   Ashley has a side bag with her. Usually, they're completely matching down to the socks. Now, this new addition. Jess has no bag. She smiles at him. 

   "What do you whores want?"

   Fear underlines his speech, but keeping face is a requirement. 

   Jess chuckles. "Rude." 

   "I'm sorry. Its twenty-eighteen, current year argument. I should be more open-minded," He made quote markers in the air, "Sexually based entrepreneurs." 

   They both laughed.

   "So like, we figured that after your class today at 11, your last one for the day right? We figured you'll come and meet us at the supply closet?" 

   Supply closet. Schoolgirl's skirt. Zack. Spanking. Pleasure. Coming... Shame.

   "And what the fuck makes you two whores think I'm gonna go along with this shit?" 

   Jess smiled, Luke could practically feel the evil oozing out of her. She produced her phone and turned the screen towards him; a clear and obvious video of him getting fucked by Zack in the supply closet the other day. His moaning voice and pleading face clear as day. 

   God in heaven. What if people saw this? What if his father saw that? His entire tough guy reputation would be ruined. The same guys who kiss the ground he walks on now would be the ones trying to fuck him in the ass the next day. "Give me--!" Luke surged forward and Ashley put herself between the two.

   "Dumbass, I saved it on my computer at home too. Go ahead and get fucking expelled for hitting a girl. Then I'll upload that to some porno sites and we'll see whose a fucking whore." Jess' toothy grin and words dragged chills down his spine.

   Ashley laughed. What a fucking shit situation. Goddamnit, why? If Zack wasn't so fucking stupid big and he had just that much more constitution maybe he wouldn't be here. Maybe Jess and Ashley wouldn't have anything to hang over his head. Luke frowned, turned and started making his way toward the supply closet. 

   But they were staring like they were into it. Figures they would be though. They were the creepiest bitches in the school and kept the weirdest company. Luke took a little solace in the thought they were secretly some monstrous, terrible people and he wasn't their only victim. 

   He rolled the white stocking onto his left thigh. Did they wash this outfit? It didn't smell like sex -- smelled like Lilac. Must enjoy this too. Weirdos. 

   "Such a pretty girl," Jess handed over her camera to Ashley and stood beside him. She curled her hand under his skirt. Her fingers brushed against his cock, but she mostly pulled at the lacy pink pinkies underneath.

   "Fucking quit it." He swatted her hand away. "Fucking weird ass bitches." 

   "Careful there, we're entrepreneurs. Maybe we'll tie you up so you're bent over the table and sell your ass out for twenty a pop."

   "Fifty for the teachers. Fuck that last bunch of tests." 

   “So we’ll be playing with this for today.” With a strong yank, she pulls out a massive, long sex toy. It’s clearly modeled after a horse’s cock. Big and thick, with a flared out flat head and a little hole in the top. When she holds it up, it flops over. It’s thicker than her wrist.

   Who the fuck would use that goddamn monster dick? Luke's breath is caught in his throat looking at it. Christ, he can feel his cock getting hard under his skirt.

   “Knew you’d like it.” 

   "It's not--IT's not gonna fucking fit-" 

   "It'll fit." 

   "If not, we'll fist you and make it fit."

   Jess' smile sent chills down his spine. 

   God, who the hell did they fuck with? 

   "Now, I'll give you a choice. You can ride it or I can fuck you with it."

   "The fuck I'll ride that thing." 

   "Fuck it is." Jess shrugged. "Table. Now." 

   "Not happening."

   "Ashley, how quick can you upload that last video?" 

   "I can do it right now." Ashley beamed.

   Jess smiled at him.  "Your choice." 

   Fuck everything, fucking Christ that huge god-damned torture thing was going to split him in two. It looked like how you broke someone, how you turned them into brainless messes.

   "Fine, I'll do it." 

   "Good...but first things first," Jess said and produced two collars. Dog collars. Luke glared at them.

   Not as intense as the sex toy she was holding now, still didn’t rub him the right way. 

   "Why'd you get two?" 

   "Not mine. These are Adam's. They broke, so we went to get him new ones. Brought too many."

   Jess stepped past him and wrapped the handles of the collars around the hooks on either wall. Normally, if this school wasn't a massive shit pile, there would be well maintained or at least usable items on those hooks. 

   But it was a shit pile, so there weren't.

   "Alright, now lay down." 

   Luke hated every moment of it, but he crawled into place. The skirt felt like it was riding up as he did so. Then he laid down flat, most of his lower body hanging off the table and his upper body on top of it, static.

   Jess moved in, took both dog collars and clicked them into place. One on each of his thighs -- the moment she let go of each one, the leashes recoiled, pulling his thighs up and aside until he was spread wide for all to see. Pink flowery panties revealed under a plaid skirt. 

   "That's so cute." Jess rolled her hand against the slope of Luke's ass. He wasn't sure what to feel more horrid and ashamed of -- that he was like this or that he wasn't immediately loathing it.

   Then his shoulder bumped into the toy and knocked it over and he remembered that damn thing existed.

   "Can't wait, huh?" Jess laughed. So did Ashley. Fuck the both of them.

   "It's not gonna fit." He repeated. Jess ignored him. She pulled at his panties and slowly slid them up his thighs. Luke watched Ashley become that much more enthralled and record him closer. The cold air touched his entrance. He wasn't spread open. Not yet. But if these two had their way he would never close up. 

   "I thought you'd stay fucked open." Jess went digging into Ashley's bag and came back with a bottle of baby oil as big as his head, set it to the side. "Fisting it is." 

   "You're crazy if you think that's gonna fucking work." 

   "Oh, the human body is amazing, Luke. You'd know that if you were passing Biology." Jess got another bottle, this one a deep pink, and uncapped it. She took a whiff, smiled and raised it to Luke's nose. 

   "Fuck you." 

   "Luke, there's obstinate and then there's infuriating." Jess frowned. "If you know what those words are, you know which one you're being right now. Stop it." 

   One day, he'd get his revenge on these two for this. Luke sniffed the bottle. It smelled like candy and roses.

   "This one I'll make you feel really, really good okay?" Jess said, then without warning brought the bottle over his balls and upended it. It poured all over him, slipped past his balls and dripped against and down his entrance. Luke bit his lip. It was slipping inside him and dripping against his ass and against the floor.

   When Jess was satisfied, she replaced the cap and stuffed the bottle back in Ashley's bag. 

   "You're dripping like a girl. It's cute." 

   "Shut up," Luke said bluntly. 

   "Hey!" Jess said, and then landed an open-palmed slap against his ass. Luke gasped on impact and blinked. The last thing he felt from that was pain instead, it was a heady pleasure. Something that he knew very, very well he shouldn't be enjoying. But did."Almost ready.” 

   Jess got the other bottle, the one with the baby oil and readied herself in front of Luke, getting on her knees so she'd be level with his entrance.

   "Time to open up." She poured oil all over her hand and started with a single finger. A single prodding finger made tingles dance up and down the back of Luke's thighs. His eyelashes fluttered--fucking god in heaven he needs this to be over tomorrow. The digit wriggled in and out of him in a steady rhythm. With Zack, he'd told him that his fucking little finger wouldn't be enough to bash him open. Now Luke swears his ass is about to part in two.

   Another finger, slow and sensuous movement that brings shaky breaths to the back of Luke's throat. He won't last to five. He won't last to a hand. He's going to lose his mind now. Luke clamps his hands down on his throat. Even if he can't stop himself from loving it, he can stop himself from making noise. 

   Jess doesn't stop him. No one prevents him. So when the fingers increase to three all he does is make muffled out noises. Eyes roll in their sockets. Pleasure builds and rises onto a cap, where he isn't cumming, but the sensation of being fucked is enough to keep his cock hard and leaky. 

   More oil, tons more oil and then four. 

   Four is where he feels the first thralls of too much. The passing of time becomes a questionable thing. Jess isn't like Zack. She's not shoving him down and making him painfully aware that he's being taken. She lets him float, takes her time and makes him come undone until Luke has to let his moans out freely so he can breathe past all the heat and stress he's feeling. 

   Five. Five inside and Luke's completely given up on the concept of silence. If he was above his basest instincts right now he'd justify it with everyone probably being out of the school by now, with the exception of the dumb people who take after-school activities. Now, he can't make sense of what's up or down. Jess pulls her fingers free and re-enters them. Starts the process of fucking him open with five.

   When the baby oil bottle is overturned and it is her fist, for the first time, pushing past that previously tight ring of muscle, Luke has the first flash of clarity he's had since this started. 

   This is maddening.

   Then he loses his mind, back arching off the table. Covered in oil and sweat.

   "What a cute pussy you have now." Jess purred. "It can take my whole hand." She pulls her fist free, then re-enters him. Over and over again. Until its damn near effortless. 

   Luke can’t even find it in him to fight. He’s open and spread and can’t gather the strength to either refuse or pull his legs together in some feigned mock refusal.

   Jess pulls her oily hand free,  "Alright, you're ready." She says, quiet and gentle.

   When Luke comes back to distant reason, the horse shaped toy is pressing against his entrance. He raises his upper body as best he can to see it; Jess doesn't wait and he can't measure the size properly before it begins to enter him. 

   "Fuck." 

   The first few inches are harder than he thought. It was bigger and wider than Jess' fist or his body was hitting its natural limit. Jess noticed, added more oil and slowed down. The drag became less and less until it was almost a slide. Then she pushed forward with more inches. Then more oil. A cycle of seeing how far she could go and then making it easier to go that far. 

   As it went fully seated he could feel his body growing weak. 

   "Oh my God," Luke whispered, reverently quiet. There was a bump in his lower stomach signaling where the toy was. That looked so fucking amazing. Legs trembling in his arms, breath shaking. Holding his upper body up enough to watch made ache bloom in his abs. But he couldn't look away.

   He'd never have the bravery to take on the real thing, but watching the slow, slick drag of the massive, thick shaft slide out, inch by inch until his dropped mouth moan leaped to a high pitched sob with the mind-numbing pull of its flared out head.

   Jess bit her lip, "Amazing." Made eye contact with Luke. He nodded in agreement. She pressed it back and with a push it re-entered him. Another full body tremble, this time accompanied by a few, desperate drips of pre-cum from his unattended cock.

   "What a fucking slut," Ashley said, one hand reaching down and rubbing circles in her panties. 

   "I'm not." Luke half sobbed, voice breaking on a desperate moan. Shit, he wasn't even convincing himself anymore. His toes were curling, legs shaking enough that the collars the girls used to hold his legs up were looking questionable. 

   Jess chuckled, pushed the toy in until Luke's back arched and his moan became a pleading shout. He could feel her fingers against his hole, how very, very deep he could feel the toy, and not much else.

   "Ready?" Jess said, repositioning her second hand from his upper thigh to his entrance. 

   She didn't even wait for an answer, she pulled the toy until it was almost out, steadied the normally floppy shaft with her other hand and pushed it back in. Luke lost control of his body, dropped back to the desk. Jess got into a rhythm, earning deep, throaty growls as she retreated and higher pitched, broken noises as she pushed in.

   Luke wanted to break down into goddamn tears. It was so good, so fucking incredible, he could hardly breathe around the thing. He could feel the stirring of orgasm, that turned into an actual one when Ashley stumbled forward, mouth opening on a quiet moan.

   Fucking Christ, he shouted Jess' name and tried - tried so bad - to ride it. But Jess just kept fucking him through it, pushing that much further with every needy spurt from his untouched cock.

   "Holy shit, that was good," Ashley said, pushing herself up from the floor. 

   "Yup," Jess said, repeating quiet words as she finished through the last few thrusts. Then, with one last tug at Luke's used entrance, she pulled the toy free.

   Luke let out a whimper from feeling so open - in more than one way. He didn't dare look at the two girls. Fucking Christ, how was he ever going to face anyone in school like this?

   "Alrighty, time for some mercy," Jess said, and reached above and unclipped the collars from Luke's lifted thighs.

   Luke's legs dropped, but he could still feel the horse shaped cock inside him. The movement itself drew another hot line in him. Jess and Ashley, laughing, said their goodbyes and left him in the cold room. It was some time before he managed to get up and move again.

   On shaky legs, he collected his original clothes.

   They did this to him. They made him into a sissy. Zack and Jess and Ashley and Adam -- Oh Adam especially. Adam was the mastermind behind this whole thing, no doubt. Hiding how much of a fucking pervert he was by making the other two do his dirty work.

   He hid the girl ones in the bag and walked out of the closet. Aftershocks melted through him and made him sigh, shoulders slumping. Jess had said it was time for mercy. Did that mean they were done reeking whatever havoc on him that they wanted to? Finally satisfied with how far they made the King of the School fall?

   Either way, he slammed the door shut behind him.

   He’s never going into that closet again as long as he lives. 
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